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PE. es s 


CHARACTERS. 


MEN. 


Sage, (the Cardener ) Mr. JOHANNOT. | 


| Pump, (a Dancing Mater) Mr. COPELAND. 


Laſh, (a Coacinm: n) Mr. DOYLE. 
Snip, (a Taylor) mn Mr. ' THORNE. 
Froth, ( Landlord of the 

|  Golden-Lion) * Mr. ADEANE. 


Chiſel, (a Carpenter and Kier) Mr. COVILL. 


W OM: E N. 
Mrs. Sage, ps Miſs GREEN. 
Houſckeeper | . Mrs. HENLEY, 


PECKHAM GARDENER; 
 CAMBERWELL JOKE. 


SOCENE:L 
A View of the Country, 
Loh and Snip meeting each other. . 


Recitative. Laſh. 1 
NOOD Morning, Neighbour SOPs. where are 
you going? 


| Snip. Why, fince good Maſter Laſh, you wou'd 
1 be knowing, 
Jo Gard'ner Sage, with this new Suit of 


Cloathks, [ shews the Cloaths. 
145. With Lace too, bright as a Churchwarden' 8 
Noſe; © 
But, tell me pray, for, zounds ; 3 you make 
me ſtare, _ | 
1s Neighbour Sage a Duke, or made Lord 
| MATE ©. 


Snipe 
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Sup. Why fure, my Friend, thou haſt an empty 


Pate, 
Or it had known he'd got a great Eftate ; - 
Money in the Funds, and Lands, which he 
| intends 
To let fly here, amongſt his Peckham 
Friends; : 
And let Joe Snip alone, he'll have enough, 
Oh, damn me, how Ill MY the Gard'ner 


up. 
[Exit Snip. 
Laß. Egad, rare News, I vow this is to me, 
His Coachman ſure, he ll pleaſe to let 
me be; 


On me, for certain, neer he'll turn his . 


Back, 
Nor let me anger arive a common \ Hack. 
» 0 N 6. 
4 


” No more ET R-in, and Whip i in Hand, 
At Temple-Bar, I'll! take my ſtand, 


All wet as any Dace or Roach ; 


To twig the Lawyers paſſing by, 


And hail them with my knowing Cry 
A Coach, your Honour---want a Coach? 


= 
At Op' ra-Houſe, and Play-Houſe "WY 
In Winter Nights I'll oy no more, 
All wet as any Dace or Roach; 
No more your Folks of Wapping Wall, 
Or Limehouſe Hole, ſhall hear me or” 
A Coach, your Honour---want a Coach? 


III. 
Neo more «with Gueſts from City Feaſts, 
I'll overload my hungry Beaſts, 
All wet as any 5 or Roach; 5 


* 
Oh, damn me,---no, no more will I, 
Early and late, be hear'd to cry--- 
7" — your Honour —want a Coach? 
Exit. 


— oo 0 
J„CCͤͤ ©: 
A View of Chiſe!'s Houſe. 


: my Sage, in his Gard' ner's Dreſs; Mrs, Sage, «t 
- e | Houſekeeper. 


| Recitative,- Sage. 


T here's not a Creature but believes the Story, 
And hence all Peckham you may drive before you; 
Five Thouſand Pounds in Stock, they think have 

fell, 
, And Land, that will for Twenty Thouſand fell; 
i In the Weſt-Indies, ſnug and ſafe it is, 
| Or elſe I have a monſtrous lying Phiz ! 
. [Shows his Face, 
IE And 1 now, forſooth, the greateſt in the Town, 
$ Shakes both my Hands, and bows his Head firſt 
0 down. 


e 0 Enter Chiſel, from his Houſe. 
Ms. Sage. Well Huſband, to the Millener's Pit. 


e Chiſel has promis'd to be 
my Beau; 
The Faſhions all, my Dear, he knows 
throughout; 
And will, beſides, the Money I want, 
lay our, 


 Chiſel. 
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Chiſel. To attend you, Im here, and quite 
PT. 
Have Fifty Guineas in my Purſe for 
that; 


And for your Uſe, my Houſe, [points 
to it] I hope you'll take, 


Until quite fit for you, your own 1 
make, 


Þ 0 N G. uu. 3 . 
I fure ſhall be envied by all;-- 3 
When in my new Cloaths I ſhall ſhine ; EG 2 
: The firſt at each Rout, and each Ball, 
3 All dreſs d in the Faſhion ſo fine. 
New Hips, and new Rumps, I will buy, 
An Jt them fo large and ſo wide; 
Laud bleſs, the People ſhall cry, 


She's ſurely too big for Cheapſide. 


1 7 T brough Cranbourn Alley, and Bond Street, 
1 With Dear Maſter Chiſel Vil go; 

1 He's always ſo nice, and ſo neat, 

| Of Peikban, he's ſurely the Beau, 


| Ex eunt Chiſel and Mrs. age. 
Hiſcheeper Fifty Cards, I've already had to Tea; 
| And, what d'ye think, a Peer is 
courtißg me: ---: 
3 - Lad Dal, he calls 1 4 and fas 

— he's fure, . 

f Ten Thouſand Pounds youll give 

me, if not more. 


w'| Sage. Altho“ my Houſekeeper, you may 
++ bim WI. - - 

= " You've lent a Hand to take the 
People in ; bd 


"Foe 5 
* 


T7 7 
Keep this from my Wife, and my 


Fortune ſhare, 
And ſoon a Gooſe, we'll make this 
Noble Peer! . 
But, firſt, ſee your Coach is made 
5 as for me, 
Oh, Damn it, Sall, I'll have a Vis a 
ve! - — 1 Sage. : 
8 ON G. — Houſekeeper, 
Oh, how long to be a Lord's Bride, 
Ev'ry Day in my Carriage to ride, 
In all the gay Faſhions excel; 
To be known at each Ball, and each Rout, 
And have all the great Folks round about, 
: Hope that my Ladyſhip's well. 


Ly 

In my Chaiſe too, I'll dreſs out ſo nice, 
Drawn by Horſes, not bigger than Mice; 
Each Day, Iwill make a great ſwell, 
In Hyde-Park, and wherever I go; 

Lane how ſweetly will every Beau 
_ Hope that my Ladythip's well. 


III. | 

In the Ring at St James 8 Il ſhine, 

And Ill dreſs out ſo gay and ſo fine, 

__ Henceforth I'll vie with each Belle; 3 
Then ſuch Viſits at Home I'll receive. 
And ſmiling, ſhall each one, taking Leave, 


Hope that my Ladyſhip's well, Exit. 135 


rare nũ hehre bebe eee v. 
SCENE III. - - A Room, 1 85 
Enter Sage. 
Recitative. — Sage. 
| How happy one is to have one's Friends about. 
[At the fide Scene. 
Enter 


2 | | 0 | 8 N £ 
Enter Sup with Cloaths, Barber with Wig, Hat- 
ter with Hat, and Laſh. 


Sage. Good Morning, Maſter Snip, [to Taylor] 
| and Neigbbour Snout, [(to Barber] 


Laſh. Im glad your Honour in the World ſhould 1. 
thrive, 
And hope, your Coach, you'll pleaſe to let 
me drive; 
Five Guineas I lent your Honour, when 
Td}; ©. 
Beſides, of the long Trot, Tm mortal tir'd ! 


Cage. You ſhall good Laſh, whene'er the Coach 
- ood uit; 
You may drive, but-——damn me, if e cer I'm 


ſpile. 
 [Afide. 


Snip. Theſe Cloaths, I hope, will fit you to a TC: 
[1s putting them on, 


Sage. Pray try them on cd Snip, and let us ſee. 
[They put on his Wig and Hat. 
They ſuit me well, my Friends, you are 


voaſtly civil; 
[Bows. b 


- [Excunt Snip, Snout, and others; bowing. 


And, now, L wiſh you all were at the Devil! 
[As they go out, 


8 ON 8. — Sage. | 
I. 

5 of Maſter T als. or the Tippee now, 
They're both; ſo clear, we can diſpute no more; 
Since all in Town, or Country, muſt allow, 
The Feckham Gard'ner 3 is the Tippee, ſure ! 


9 


Een 


1 
. 
Een Graham now, may make the People grin, 
And cheat them of their Money o'er and o'er ; 
To ſee him faſt in Earth up to his Chin; 

The Peckham Gard'ner is the Tippee, ſure! 

— 8 
Nor Brighton Taylor more ſhall be the Lad, 

But be confeſt by all, a mon{trous Boor ; 

For I, the Village through, in Truth, have had; 

The Peckham Gard'ner is the Tip ſure ! L - 

V... 
1 ſcorn. Us ſome, to win a ſingle Prize, 
And ſhould they think that I have done them © er, 
In future they may be, perhaps, more wiſe; 
The Peckbam Gard'ner 1 18 me Dr fue! 
[Exit, | 
re eee rgxcgee FRY WYFW WW WE 
S CENE IV.——The Golden-Lion. 


People ſeen going in and out. 
Froth. ——Rubbing his Hands. 


e RE CIT ATIVE. 
Egad! This Gard'ner's ſet us all alive, _ 
And I. as well as others, now ſhall thrive. 


Enter Pump. 


Servant, Maſter Fü, you * welcome, Sir, 
: Abroad. 


Pump. Huſh! Good Maſter Froth, lam now a 


Lord! 
Froth. A Lord! 


Pump. As great as any i in the . 


In Hopes to gain this fair Houſekeeper's 
_ Hand: 


A Title, no Doubt, will hold her faſter, tag 
Than if ſhe knew, I was a « Maſter. 
_ [Skips about. 


FROTH. 
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| And truſt *em a Dinner, when I know it's worth 


$0 N ©. 
A 


Full Tuenty Vears, and more, re paid both 
Scot and Lot, 


And ev'ry Day, throughout the Week, can boil 


my Pot ; 


1 ne'er bad Spirits, like my Brother Vintners 


| vend,. 


And oft I drink my Bowl, or Bottle with A Friend, 5 


Oh, I ſmoke and 1 laugh, 
And I drink and I quaff; 
And then as for Liquor, 
None ſerves it out quicker! 


I. 


When 2 Secret I'm told, like a Mack'rel I'm 


mute, 


And take ready Moder: to avoid all Diſpute ; 
| Though to Friends I can make 2 fine Bow and a 


Smile, 


While. | 
Ob, I ſmoke and! 1 1 
And I drink and I quaff; | 8 | 


And then as for Liquor, 
None ſerves it out quicker | 


8 Froth. Gain but her Smiles, your Fortune's ſurely 


made; 
But I, muſt in, to * the Cloth! is laid; 
With plenty of nice Victuals, Wine and 
A | 
Sage has, his Friends, Jerenwin' d to regale: 
And begg'd I wou'd knock down, Whoever 
WS | Soy 
Preſume, before he s drunk, to ſncak away! 


2 Frotb. 


"Ew 


Pump. Oh! Here ſhe comes. 
[Enter Hoxſeheyr 7” 


Well Sally, ſhall v we marry ? 
Houſekeeper. It your Lordſhip cannot longer tarry. 


"Pump. A Parſon, with a Licence, waits within 5 


To loſe a Moment” s Time, it were a 
Sin. : 


DUET. —— Houſekeeper. - by 
This Minute, then, my Lord, I'll be your Bride ; ; 
To be your Lady 1 is my only Pride. 


=: MF. 
Kind Heaven knows. nought elſe there is in Life, 
” with ſo much, as you to 0 my Wife. 


Houſekeeper: Let! s then away : : True Love bears 

no delaying. 

Pump. Oh, zounds, ſhe little thinks the 

: Trick I'm playing. 

CAſide. ; 
Let's then away : True Love bears 
no delaying. 

Huſclecper Oh, zounds, he little thinks the 


Trick I'm playing. [Aſide. 
- ([Sxeunk, 
| Tater Sage. = | 
Sage. Well, Things 80 rarely on as I'm a 
8 5 Sinner! | 


Enter two or three Perfors with mis 
Ha!---What' s all this? 
To firſt Perſon, 


it Perſon A Turkey, Sir, for Dinner. 
5 Lew it. 


Sage. 


Ho 12 1 
; e big? 


[To fe ſecond Periva, 
as Perſon. Doctor Gander has ſent you, Sir, a Pig- 
| Shews 1 It. 
Sore. 1 have a Dozen Invitations out; 
34 3 for your Supper, this fine Salmon 


Trout. 
- Shewn ie. 
Sage. Pray take them! in, and give my humble 
Thanks, 
| [They all go of. 


| No Man was ſo rewarded for his Pranks; 
But, I far better Game, have in View, 
And ſoon intend. to bid the Town adieu. 


[Enter Froth. 


 Froth.. 4 beg your Pardon, Sir, I had not tarried, 
But juſt to ſee our Miſtreſs Sally married. 
Izhis Hundred Pounds, juſt left by 
Farmer Block, 
= | [Gives a Purſe. 


Until your Honour can ſell out ſome 


Stock; 
And here's Neighbour Chiſel, to know 
your Pleaſure; * 0 
[Exit Froth. 
- Enter Chiſel. © 
Chiſel, That is, if your Honour is quite at 
15 Leiſure?  [ Bows. 
| Sake. The Houſe you've ſold me, is the worſe 
for wear; | 


cuil. | Your Honour had better put it in Repair. 


Sag E. 


n 
Sage. No, ſtraight In pull it down quite to the 
Earth, | 


And build a ſtately Houſe that ſuits my "4 
Worth ; . 


on And, as for the T rees- 
| Chiſel. — — Take Care, Sir, of Diſputes 


Sage. Damn me, Il have them pluck'd up by | 
5 the Roots. 8 


(In a loud Tone. 
Chiſel. And as you'll Money want to build and 


mend, 
If you pleaſe, theſe Five Hundred Pounds 
II lend. 
(Gives it and bows. 


Your Honour, PETS Sir, 1 cannot doubt, ; 


"To pay me, when at the Bank you can ſell 
out. 


I' build his Houſe, and have all back 2 


again, 


And chus my End, both Ways, | be ſure to 
gain. 
[Looks at the Money. 


Sage. How little does he think that I'm ma Knavez | 
[Aſide. 


dil. Oh, zounds, the fringing Intereſt that 
e have. . 8 

[Afide. 

[6 goes off. 


8s ON G. 


Aſide. 


A 
SONG. l gage. 


[Oh, London Toi own is juſt like a Barber $ Shop. ] 


* 
Oh, Lotion City s like a Gardner's Und; 

As many Flowers farely in it grows; 
There's Lillies, Pinks, and Roles to be found, 
Aud ſweeteſt Simples ev'ry Body knows. 
Oh, I've weeded each Fob of its Guineas, | 
And its Pence; of its Guineas, Guineas, Guineas. 

[Shakes his Purſe]: and its Guineas, &c. | 
3 . 
But ſure of all, good Peckham is the Place, 
Dor though ; in ev'ry other Spot of Ground, 
We Blights amongſt the Bloſſoms plainly trace, 
1 Here Foren Simples only do abound, 
. Oh, I've weeded each Fob, &e. 

| . 

a | The Butcher ſcarce I've left a Bit of Grizel; 78 95 

: Oh, zZounds ! the Flats, T ve had them by the 

„ -MROOre 2 

But all muſt ſurely own, that Maſter Chiſel, * 

Of ev'ry one's, the greateſt Simple, ſure. } 

Oh, I've weeded each F ob, &c. | 

The People were dad well thi might, 
A Gard'ner dealt in Stocks, they knew it well; 
9 But IV1 be off, egad, this very Night, 
For Fear I thould amongſt the Simples tell. 
| Oz, I've weeded each Fob, &c. 


Exit. 


Enter Pump and Houſekeeper, 
3 RECITATIVE. 
\ | Pump. This is a Day of Pleaſure to us all, 
WM And after Dinner we will have A Ball. 


| * Eater 


= 
7 * L 
8 8 


; ws Wy 
Enter Froth, Laſh, Sup, and Mrs. Sage. 


Froth. Indeed, good Sir, I fear you are miſtaken, 
55 Neighbour Sage, the People in, has 


taken. [To Pump. 


Punp. How! What's this 1 hear? Zounds, Tu 
ſeek him out! 


(ls going. 5 


Froth. Indeed, it were no uſe to make a Rout, 
For Calais bound, he's on the Road to Dover, 
And 7 5 Tomorrow Morning will be over. 


Ive ſtopp'd my Hams and Turkies, tho? 
half-boil'd, 


And fear, of Punch, ten Gallons will be 5 
ſpoil'd. . 
All this, and fifty n rais'd by pawn, 
Are with the Gard'ner to the Devil gone |! 


Houſek. Yet Maſter Froth, my Lord's not run 
away, 
But with his Wife, at Home intends to ſtay, . 


Froth; And may you never know a worſe Diſaſter, 
Than for your Huſband a Dancing-maſter. 


1 5 a Am 17 pray tell me, in my own Way hit? 
NY ( To Pump. 


Pump. Vou are indeed; the Biter's fairly bit ! 


But, as what we've done, cannot be de- 
fended, 


The leaft that's 64d, Joy Dear, the | 
ſooneſt mended. = 
Lab. Friend Sage has done kis Buſineſs in 2 
Crack, 
And I again muſt drive a common Hack ! 


Mrs, 


Huſel. 


From hence we will baniſh all Strife, 


Pump. 


Au. 


Al. 
Laſh. 


Mi. 


5 5 Mos. er. My Huſband Nas « me in the 


Vapours, 


But, 'gad! I'll advertife him 1 in all the 


Papers. 


V 
Since then we muſt live Mah and Wife, 
| Here let us all Difference ſeal, 


In future more fairly we'll deal. 


Search all the great Univerſe thro, 


This Maxim moſt Biters will fit, oe 


'T hat tho' for a while they may do, 


They're ſure in the End to be bit. 


No longer a Title I'll borrow, 


Dick Pump for the future I'll own ; 


| My Bride the ſhall drive away Sorrow, 


” Ana make ev'ry Pleaſure my own, 


5 Search all the great Univerſe thro', &c. 
| Good Wine ſhall my Cuſtomers have, 


But, if any more upon Tick, 


I ſhould to myſelf prove a Knave, 


And ſurely get ſent to old Nick. 


Search all the great Univerſe thro', Kc. 
Still but a poor Coachman I am, 


Tho' ſhould Maſter * but come 
back, 


| For telling his Coach'ee a Flam, 


Oh, damn me, I'll give him a Smack! 


(Smacks his Whip, | 
Search all the great Univerſe thro', 


This Maxim moſt Biters will fit, 


That tho' for a while they may do, 


They' re ſure 1 in The End to be * 


